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How to write 
a personal letter 




by Garrison Keillor 


We shy persons need to write a 
letter now and then, or else we’ll 
dry up and blow away. It’s true. And 
I speak as one who loves to reach 
for the phone, dial the number, 
and talk. I say, “Big Bopper here— 
what’s shakirf, babes?" The tele¬ 
phone is to shyness what Hawaii is 
to February, it’s a way out of the 
woods, and yet: a letter is better. 

Such a sweet gift 
Such a sweet gift—a piece of 
handmade writtng, in an envelope 
that is not a bill, sitting in our 
friend’s path when she trudges 
home from a long day spent among 
wahoos and savages, a day our 
words will help repair. They don't 
need to be immortal, just sincere. 
She can read them twice and again 
tomorrow: You’re someone I care 
about, Cormne, and think of often 


and every time I do you 
make me smile. 

We need to write, 
otherwise nobody 
will know who we 
are. They will have 
only a vague impres¬ 
sion of us as A Nice 
Person, because 
frankly, we don’t 
shine at conversa¬ 
tion, we lack 
the confidence to 
thrust our faces for¬ 
ward and say, “Hi, 

I’m Heather Hooten, 
let me tell you about 
my week.” Mostly we 
say “Uh-huh" and 
“Oh really.” People 
smile and look over 
our shoulder, looking 
for someone else to 
talk to. 

So a shy person sits down and 
writes a letter, lb be known hy 
another person—to meet and talk 
freely on the page—to be close 
despite distance. To escape from 
anonymity and be our own sweet 
selves and express the music of 

Same thing that 


lines to our dear Aunt Eleanor. We 
want to be known. We want her to 
know that we have fallen in love, 
that we quit our job, that we're 
moving to New York, and we want 
to say a few things that might not 
get said in casual conversation: 
thank you for what you’ve meant to 
me, l am very happy right now. 

Skip the guilt 

The first step in writing letters 
is to get over the guilt of not writ¬ 
ing. You don’t “owe” anybody a let¬ 
ter. Letters are a gift, ihe burning 
shame you feel when you see 
unanswered mail makes it harder to 
pick up a pen and makes for a 
cheerless letter when you finally do. 
I feel bad about not writing, but I’ve 
been so busy, etc. Skip this. Few 
letters are obligatory, and they are 
Thanks for the wonderful gift and I 
am terribly sorry to hear about 
George’s death and Yes, you’re wel¬ 
come,-to stay with us next month, and 
not many more than that Write 
those promptly if you want to keep 
your friends. Don’t worry about the 
others, except love letters, of 
course. When your true love writes 
Dear Light of My Life, Joy of My 
Heart, Q Lovely Pulsating Core 
of My Sensate Life, some 
response is called for. 
Some of the 


asendaletur." andDearRoy, 




I am in the middle of an essay for ment: I’m sitting at the kitchen table write to, a compache, asoulsiblbg, 
International Paper but thought I’d on a rainy Saturday morning lien- then it’s like driving a car down a 

asrisasK ssmssas: eskssskss 
casaasss* awassssa* jszxksszr 

».««* 

'' cm look as big as Montana if the The toughest letter to crank the letter cook along and let your- 

s^e^s 

mssssr assss ssss, 

aSSSSS HSE'Es SsSSr*' 
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SPACE 

By Alcestis Oberg 
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i ihe Antarctic stratosphere 
loses half Ms ozone every September. An equally 
sharp decline above New York 
would make sunbathing a death-defying acf.9 
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lonely scientific outpost on the Antarcti 
ley Bay with a Dobson spectrophotomete 


To their extreme embarrassment they foi 
that they had purposely programmed tf 
computers to reject as errors satellite 


dard spectroscopy technique; 
Bay. Goddard scientists carefu 
through six years of records ai 
confirmed Farman's findings bu 
the extent of the ozone hole was 







































FICTION 


One with simple tastes, the other 
exotic, these star-crossed 
lovers have astronomical problems 


STARDUST 



PAINTINGS BY BOB VENOSA 









s moke, humme 
songs, watched the o 
melt, cursed th 

































































MACHINE DREAMS TAKE FLIGHT 

SIUCOSMS 





BY RON SCHULTZ 


The plane is a phantom, a su¬ 
percomputer's vision of the yet- 
to-be-built national aerospace 
plane; The pilot, a gifted scien¬ 
tist, sits at a computer console 
at the ultimate flight-test facility, 
NASA’s Numerical Aerody¬ 
namic Simulation (NAS) pro¬ 
gram. The program was re¬ 
cently launched at the agency's 


Exploding into flight with a flurry 
of brilliant color, the experimen¬ 
tal airplane edges toward un¬ 
heard-of speeds—7, 14, 25 
times the speed of sound. The 
pilot, undisturbed by the enor- 

its top speed of 18,000 miles per 
hour—and coolly monitors the 
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up. Just lazy, I 
guess. I have a file upstairs 
of unfinished, 
papers. But that’s true 
of most of 
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miMTflMSS AND TEXT BY MIKE WILKS 
































Observe the buildings 
overlooking the ocean, 
and also look for an 
owl, an ostrich, an ox, an 
okapi, an orangutan, 
and an ounce that weighs 
many a pound. There 
are two musicians — an 
oboist from the East 
and an organist from the 
West. The observant 
will locate my 157 O's in 


the picture above at left. 

For four years I was 
on a journey. The place I 
visited is not to be 
found in any atlas, but it 
has proved to be unend¬ 
ingly fascinating and 
full of wonders, many of 
which were new to 
me and many of which I 
delighted in rediscover¬ 
ing. My journey had 


26 stops on the way 
where I paused to make 
a painting and tried to 
capture on canvas some 
of the spectacles that I 
found there. The name of 
this place is the English 
language, and on these 
pages are just a few 
of the pictures that 
I brought back with me 
from the grand tour. 


I intentionally painted 
409 words into this 
picture. There is a multi¬ 
tude of mammals on 
the midway, including a 
monk, a minstrel appro¬ 
priately dressed but 
recently bereaved, a 
Mountie, and a monarch 
with attractive regalia. 
There are myriad 
mythical creatures as 



(deliberate) mistake. 

I spend between 12 
and 14 hours a day, 
seven days a week, at 


my work; and a painting 


occupy me totally for 
four months. 

The artist inhabits an 



where reality and 
illusion freely intermix to 
create the eccentric, 
sometimes the haunting, 
rarely the marvelous. 















































































And Introducing 

Monte 3.1ban 
^Tequila 

























ANTI MATTER 





STARDUST 




















“Madeline, I certainly would like to see that. 
But not on the first date. I might begin sali- 



"Potluck, though." 

food. Anything would be fine.” 

“Then why don't you stay up here and en¬ 
joy yourself while I go down to the kitchen? 
I'll call you when I'm ready. There’s an inter- 



servatory Her grandfather kept astrologers? 
He believed in his horoscope? No wonder. 
That telescope made the Heidelman into 
nothing. Focusing on the Feinbacher with 
such magnification would be the difference 

a lip through a smoky tunnel. 






side the observatory a trail of tiny lights 
flashed along the wall. The whole castle was 
mapped by light. Madeline guided Him by 
programming his course. 

Herman felt giddy as he went along, up 

He thought to himself, “Not bad for a rainy 
afternoon." The lights stopped at a door. The 



6 ,Herman 

saw that a star was missing. 

There was a space 
that broke the visual harmony ; 

It was as if Garbo 
smiled with a missing tooth or 
a word had been 
deleted from familiar poetry.^ 




a distrof pink crabmeat, plates holding clams 
and mussels resting on platforms of chipped 

matoes the size of marbles, and mounds of 



Are you pleased, artist?" said Madeline. 
"So this is your light supper. What do you 
eat for breakfast? Unicorn?" 





naked except for a black band around her 
waist From the band hung a spoon of trans- 


“I know. You're nude. Except for the spoon." 





































© ART CUMINGS 
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I hear you have 























































iThe wind 

scattered sound when he 
called her name. 

So he ran toward her. When he 
got close enough he 
saw that she held her hand up 
toward the sky. Her 
hand held the blue spoon.J 
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By Chsrri Senders 
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ACCESSING THE FUTURE 
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J&B PRESENTS 

THE TELEPHONE CRYPT III 
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Whole or V2 Brain? 

5S2&3S-- 
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Qompliments of our readers: words 
and numbers to rack your brains 
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LAST 

WORD 


iWe -spend our 
evenings watching 7V made 
for people who live 
in trailer parks. It's enough 
to make you yearn 
for a fresh start, a chance;j f 
to build a new 
GivUization from scratch 3 


Americans ever Since World War Twer 
You're sc ling in the shads •« a larniy 
reunion on a peaceful summer day poking 
ala suspicious lump ir.fhe-potato salad 
white some rtyburkreaming nephews 
•ante a niece to the lawn for a game 
of lawn darts. Suddenly there is a noise, i '■ 

.Vburface twists into a terrified grimace as 
a Winding white light washes ovt- r.. 
niece, over tee potato salad. over you A • 
y single word escapes your lips os-you 
rectf'i irrteiwlrbii: the light: 

-Cbeeseeeeeeeeeeset" 

. Once again Unde Kenny has nailed 
you with that stupid earners he brought '. 
baclifcomfigfig l<ong. 
h.Sod.i hate people Every time this 
. happens to me, it makes me wish that 
some drunken Russian m a mtestf© sifo , 

would hit a tag red button Kteted 01104 ' 
kenny White he's at it, he might just as' 
well hit the buttons marked POwtoSALAa , 

Let’s be real. Prenucfear America has 

become a drag. We haven't had anything ; 
resembling a culture since a bunch of 
hopheadsgot togiahw at Wtxtostoc* and 
used up all the good Triune. We spend 
our evenings watches tefevistort produced 
for people who live in trailer parks, and 
Tuna-htelpens ngw-ono ormeioa maior 

; foacLgroups. It’s enough to'make you 

pew civilization from scratch It’s enough 
to make you almost look forward to 1 
posirm clear be-, life after the bomb. 

I know f do,. have spec! a Wile tunc at’ ’ 
- mic. Actually, t spend (waive to fourteen 
hours a day aH alone iri my apartment 
with the shades Sestet shut \vi ! h duo' tope 
doling rieWng but thinking of postnuclear 

THE NUCLEAR SUMMER, Carl!Sagan 
and othBrithir* a foil-scale nuclear . - 

war Would trigger a nuclear winter and 
-lower the earth's temperature until all 
plant life dies. That’s aj very Interesting, 

think also has some-validity, even though 
t'don’ttaik Ike awarped record and wear 
turtlenapk sweaters. 

. . in try peettWctear scenario ail the dust 

will trap the surfs heat, a phenomenon 
known as the greenhouse eft col. (ts 
this getting too complicated for you, Carl?}. 

.' "The increased warmth will raise the 
earth's temperature and tumour p-anel 
into a vaaaasf tropical paradise. 

The rite ting polar ice-caps wiH race'. - 
ocean levels arid-turn my property m 
Galen.a, Ittnote, into prune beachfront real 

office jobs. People will be able to drink rum 
and Cotes alt year long. ^ 


place for everyone except guys who wear 
turtlenecks aff the tfme. Come to think of - 
it. doesn’t it mate you wonder if tfiR 
nuclear winter thing is a truly scientific 
theory at all or just some sort of excuse-®- y 
keep wearing sweaters? 

WIENER WORLD. As a lark I buy an old ’■ . 
Oscar Mover wavier suck, and by sheer 
luck I am tns<lo, stocking it with wieters, 
when the big one hits. The lead-coated 
' aluminum'hull protects me completely, 
leaving'mo the only nonmutart on Earth l 
travel the world in my truck, feeding 

to be humans. In this charred wasteland , 
of aviizaBon 1 beeate# Si symbol sf hope 
a oodtthehdf dog, rny fnanna. 

THE WORLD OF FORTUNE. A handful 
of survivors rcbJ-f America's sociopolitical' 
structure based on whal fliey can 
remember of civilization, which happen® 
fe^gwrleshows. Intfusheiitsbscertane i 
1 of course beconWa national champion 
but ultimately lose my bid forwprld 
. domination when I am unable to t^l the 
difference between guuestiew g ents Bob 
Barker and Monty Hal on a-show called 
Name That Ancestor. - 
SURVIVAL OF THE FATTEST. W hat if all 
those tonirsurvivaljsfe are right and 
they do live on after the blast?. After 
decades Of being ridtouted for spending 
all the* money orr Liz's ard canned goods, 
Ibfeyrl! probably feel pretty smug when • 
the smoke clears and they emerge tom- f 
their shelters. They'll ho doubt all be 
. nrinmng and patting one cnuthc'or the < 

■ back: Maybe do a tittle victory dance 
around their fallout shatters: 

Then they'll realize tWylcrget to pack 
a can opener and won't be able to eat 
any of therr fpod. 

New. fof bourse wilt have one: ahuge, 

- gleaming, gdd-ptated beauty of a can 
opener And wbonfhey cbme scratotiiog 
at my door pleading for mercy, their 
voices getting drier and weaker by tho 
day. HI just laugh. Tfteryahtte.last minute; 

III fling the door opes «act rescue them, 
Tbeyll malse me their general and togefier- 
we win rule Ihe earth. AJ mankind will 
tremble before the specter of my all- 

powerful can opener. 

MASS TRANSIT HEAVEN. Everyone on ', 
Earth dies-exoept me and the employees 
of the subway system, which remaps 

that a whole fleet of empty trams hurtles 
under tee city streets hoping -to find 
me waiting at some stop But K's great I 
can get anywhere Si town in eight minutes, 

MASS TRANSIT HELL Same as above,. . 

?□__ _ 

Terry Runte is a humor writer who lives 

peacefully and securely in Chicago in an 
apartment with eighi-fooi-fhick concrete walls. 





